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Years later, on her deathbeJ, Mother told Me that 
the detect ves had -found wOMew'S -FootPr/rvtS ot/tSlDe 
f?0Saiee'S window the MGht of the Gassm o. _ 
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Rosaiee WaS Silent as mother Sere aMcdrlofW band a$d her 
hands, 99ve her s^mc brandY, 2nd PU+hertobe4.The doctor 
Was awaY delivsrinc a babY at that Kurten farm and 
<2. -~ couldn't cOMe until mornino... 





The Man In Black 
Our friend Johnny Cask 



I used to be an uninlightened soul. Staring at Aprille's tape 
collection, I chuckled out loud when I came across Johhny Cash ( hereafter noted as 
JC). "Oh yeah,I love JC",she said. "He's coming to town and I want to go see him." 
"JC is great" ,Dylan piped in.Iwas skeptical. All I knew about JC was that bands like 
Crime and Social Distortion liked him, and that he played at prisons and stufiV'I wa 
given his comic book at church when I was a kid",Anna later told me. "I loved them, 
wish I still had them." 

Dylan bought a JC tape for us to listen to on the long drive back from 
Vancouver. After the first listen I thought it was pretty good. By the second listen I 
was a fan. Fairly recently someone suggested that I read "Man In Black". I finally 
hunted down the book, and believe me,is it worth the 50 cents I paid for it! 

MIB was written in 1975 by a clean and sober Christian JC who spends 
much of the book discussing his spirituality. You can skip through all that.The real 
fun is in JC's recounting of his drug and alcohol addiction. 

Johnny was raised in D yess, Arkansas, to laborer / farmer parents of seven 

children. JC grew up, joined the army, had a few kids 
and became a door-to-door salesmen. Eventually he go 
a contract with Sun Records,and went out on the road 
^JC claims that it was on a 1957 tour that he was first 
introduced to cross-tops: 
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With all the traveling I hid to do. and upon reaching 
a city tired and weary, those pills could pep me up and 
make me really feel like doing a show. I got a handful 
of the little white ones from Gordon. 

Those white pills were just one of a variety of a dozen 
or more shapes and sizes. Truck drivers used them as 
did people with the problem of being overweight. They 
called them amphetamines Dexedrine, Benzedrine, and 
Dexamyl. They had a whole bunch of nice little names 
for them to dress them up, and they came in all colors. 
If you didn't like green, you could get orange. If you 
didn't like orange, you could get red. And if you really 
wanted to act like you were going to get weird, you 
could get black. Those black ones would take you all the 
way to California and back in a 'S3 Cadillac with no 
sleep. 

Soon JC was addicted ,and it was a simple matter to 
get more: 



The Man IN Black 



I asked for diet pills from a doctor face to face, I knew 
he'd refuse. 

So I'd use my name and say, "Doctor, this b Johnny 
Cash. I'm in town for a concert tonight. We've been 
doing a lot of traveling, a lot of night driving. I need 
something to keep me awake on some of these long 
trips. If you could give me a prescription for something 
that would be safe, like five-milligram Dexamyl tablets — " 

"Certainly, Mr. Cash. How long a tour are you on?" 

"Well, I guess it will run for about another six weeks." 
(I never had a tour over three weeks long in my life.) 

And he'd say, "Well, let me see, how many do you 
think you'll need?" 

I'd say, "Better give me fifty, maybe a hundred. I 
don't know. Do you think it would be all right if 1 got a 
hundred, doctor?" 

"Certainly, I'll send them right over." 

By the next day, I would have taken fifteen to twenty 
of those pills. So I'd have the same conversation with 
another doctor. If it didn't work with him, I'd call 
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and you were a lady, 
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another one. 

Before long.laryngitis constantly plagued him,and his behavior became very 
irrational. One night he was kicked off the Grand Ole Opry for busting sixty foot- 
lights in a fit of rage.He then jumped into his car and crashed into a 
tree.breaking his jaw.At one time JC shared a Nashville apartment 
with Waylon Jennings, and he describes an evening there when he 
was hard up for the stuff: 

"Smart aleck," I thought. "I bet he's got pills himself." 

Waylon went to bed and went to sleep. 1 hadn't found 
any of my pills, and I had to have some. So I went out 
to Waylon s car. and sure enough — the glove compart- 
ment was locked. "That's where he keeps them," I 
thought. I got a screwdriver and started prying the door 
off the compartment. I rammed the screwdriver in the 
crack and pulled hard. The tough, brittle plastic door 
shattered into a million pieces, and I looked inside, pulling 

Sapers, letters, tapes, everything but pills, out onto the 
oor. 

By 1967 JC had been arrested seven times,mostly for public 
drunkeness.In 1965 he was arrested for sneaking amphetamines 
and barbiturates across the border.and finally,in Georgia in 1967 
for amphetamine posession.lt was after this last arrest that Johnny 
went more or less "sober".(His thrilling but brief relapse is docu- 
mented in a chapter titled "The Hounds of Hell") 

As everybody knows,JC liked to play prisons.his first being at 
Hun tsville, Texas in 1957. He eventually played 40 or so prison 
concerts, even playing for Merle Haggard who was a San Quentin 
inmate at the time.In 1968 at his second concert at Folsom Prison 
he recorded his infamous "Live from Folsom Prison" album. 

The rest of the book is not very interesting.as JC would go on to 
do a musical on the life of Christ and stuff like that.It's kind of a 
dissapointment to find that such a hero,a man's man, would 
turn into such a creampuff. 
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PLUGS and stuff 



I really hate doing plugs because 
there are so much great stuff out 
there. I guess I'll 

just narrow it down to stuff I've been 
reading lately. 

RUMP 

by Mr. Mike 
Rump is a minicomic,a 
zine;well I don't know 
what the fuck it is,but 
it's sheer geniouslLotsa 
clip art and freakdom, 
too.You can buy Rump 
in packs of issues, li ke 
#1-5,6-11,12-17,18-23, 
for a mere $2.50.1 hope 
this is still the correct 
address: Mr. Mike 
2400 Stevens Ave.SE. 

Mpls,Mn. 55404 
ARNIE 

Arnie is a totally 
brilliant and funny 
anarchist zine from 
England with tons of 
articles and and 
reviews.And best of all,, 
it's got loads of terrific 
comics by Simon.who is 
just totally amazing! 
address: 16 Palairet 
Close, Bradford on Avon 
Wiltshire 
BA15 1US 

($3.00 PPD.) 



Thanks to : I)ylan,Scott,Fawn,Anna > Ariel, 
Landry ,Jose,Joel,Carla,Arianna,the Hypo- 
chondriacs, K, and everyone else. 

This issue is dedicated to the 
memory of MOOKIE. 



DEEP 
GIRL#3 

What can I 
say? This 
comic rules! 
These 

angsty auto 
biographical 
comics by 
Ariel Bor- 
deaux are 
too damn 
good! Dare 
you enter 
her night- 
mare-ish 
world of 
high-school 
crushes, 
insane 
roommates, 
and self- 
pity? YES! 
send $1.50 
to: Ariel 
573 Scott 
St. Apt.L 
SanFran, 
CA.94117 
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